APPENDIX VIII

KAWTHALA1

BY U PON NYA

I

SCENE 2

THE THRONE-ROOM AT THAWITTHI

Enter K.YWTHALA and ministers.

KAWTHALA. My four masters of wonderful strength, which makes
it possible for you to bear the heavy burden of the affairs of this
state, my four flags that wave supreme in this golden city, O
ministers with all the six ministerial virtues! The great king, who
now rules Bayanathi, was a page in his youth, serving me, worshipping
me, bowing to me, crawling before me, in this very palace. Now,
because of his great ability and good luck, he rules his mighty king-
dom, receiving homage from all other kings. When a king without
glory meets one with glory, he ought to bow and kneel. Therefore,
I ought to submit, but I cannot. How shall I address him, speak to
him? I shall feel self-conscious, I shall feel shy to say 'my lord'
to him, my face will wear an expression awkward and old and
troubled. My prestige will suffer, my self-respect will be destroyed.
I am a king; I was a king when he was only a page in my court.
I do not wish to be a king under him, I do not wish to be a little
ink-blot on a page of figures. I will take a risk. Rebel from his
suzerainty, let us rebel, my lords. Blow the trumpet, sound the
drums, call my soldiers and commanders to arms. Let us make our
weapons sparkle and shine, let us practise singing songs of victory,
my wise lords.

CHIEF MINISTER. Let me submit this, my royal lord. Your an-
cestors, the glorious kings of a glorious line, always considered the
safety of their subjects. They loved the people as the red blood in

1 This play has been considered on pp. 92-6.